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PREATACK 


( PRA Y what does the author mean?“ 
is the firſt queſtion moſt readers 
will aſk, and the laſt they are able to an- 
ſwer. Therefore in a word I will ex- 
plain the ſubject and deſign of the follow- 
ing poem. | 
The ſubject is the ſlate of the times in 
regard to literature and religion. Tie 
author was prompted to write by a hope 
that it might pe” ufe to point out, in a 
clear, conciſe, and ſlriꝭing manner, thoje 
general errors, that h:nder the advantag- 
es of education, and the grouth of piety. 
The ſubject is inexhauſtible; nor is my 
defign yet completed. Thus furſt part de- 
feribes the principal miſtabes in one courſe 
of life, and exemplifies the following well 
known trutn, That to the frequent ſcan- 
dal, as well of religion, as learning, a fel. 
| low, without any ſhare of genius, or apl. 
cation to ſtucy, may paſs with credit thro' 
ö life, receive the honours of à liberal educe- 
tion, and be admuttea to the right land of 
fellowſhip among miniſters of the gnpel. 
That, except in one neighbouring province, 
gnorance wanders unmoleſted at cur col- 
legs, exammations are dwindled to meer 
form and ceremony, and after four years 
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dozing there, no one is ever refuſed the 
honours, of a degree, on account of dul- 
neſs and inſufficiency. That the metry 
knowledge of ancient languages, of the ab- 
feruſer parts of mathematics, and the dark 
reſearches of metaphyſics, is of little ad- 
vantage in buſineſs or profeſhon in life. 
That it would be more beneficial, in every 
place of public education, to take pamns in ; 
teaching the elements of oratory, the gram- 5 
mer of the Engliſh tongue, and the elegan- 
eres of ſlyle, and compoſition. That in 
number leſs inſtances throughout theſe colo- 
Res, ſufficient care hath not been taken to 
exclude the ignorant and irreligious, from 
the ſacred deſk. That this tenderneſs to 
the undeſerving, tends to debaſe the digni- 
ty of the clergy, and to hinder many wor- 
thy men from undertaking the office of 
the miniſtry. And that the virulent con- 
trover fies of the preſent day concerning re- 
ligious, or in many caſes, merely ſpecula- 
tive opinions, favouring fo highly of vani- 
ty and oftentation, and breathing a ſpirit 
jo oppoſite to chriſtian benevolence, have 
done more hurt to the cauſe of religion, 
than all the malice, the ridicule, and the 


| folly of its enemies. 
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DULNESS 
PART FIRST. 


[What Tom's father and mother ſaid of him ; how 
he went to college, and what he learned there ; 
how he took his degree, and went to keeping 
ſchool 3 how afterwards he became a great man 
and wore a wig ; and how any body elſe may ds 
the ſame.}] 


66 
O UR Tom has grown a ſturdy boy; 
His progreſs fills my heart with joy; 


A ſteady foul that yields to rule, 5 
And quite ingenious too, at ſchool. 1 
Our maſter ſays, I'm ſure he's right, | 

There's not a lad in town ſo bright. : 


He'll cypher bravely, write and read, 
: And fav his catechiſm and creed, 
Aud ſcorns to heſitate or faulter 
| In primer, ſpelling book or pſalter. 
Hard work indeed, he does not love it; 
His genius is too much above it. 
Give him a good ſubſtantial teacher, 
I'll lay he makes a fpecial preacher. 
I've lov'd good learning all my life; 
We'll ſend the lad to * wife, 
A 2 | 


» 
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Thus ſway'd by fond and ſightleſs paſſion, 
His parents hold a conſultation ; 

If on their couch, or round their fire, 
I need not tell, nor you enquire. 

The point's agreed; the boy well pleas'd, 
From country cares and labour eas'd ; 
No more to riſe by break of day 
To drive home cows, or deal out hay ; 
To work no more in ſnow or hail, 

And blow his fingers o'er the flail, 
Or mid the toils of harveſt ſweat 
Beneath the ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Serene, he bids the farm, good bye, 
And quits the plow without a ſigh. 
Propitious to their conſtant friend, 
The pow'rs of idleneſs attend. 

So to the, prieſt in form he goes, 

Prepar'd to ſtudy and to doze. 

The parſon in his youth before, 

Had run the ſame dull progreſs o'er ; 
His ſole concern to ſee with care 

Alis church, and farm in good repair. 
His {kill in tongues, that once he knew, 
Had bid him long, a laſt adieu; 

Away his latin rules had fled, 

And greek had vaniſh'd from his head. 

Then view our youth with grammar teazing, 
Untaught in meaning, ſenſe or reaſon ; 
Of knowledge e'er he gain his fill, he 
Muſt diet long on huſks of Lillie, 
Drudge on for weary months in vain, 

By mem'ry's ſtrength, and dint of brain; 
From thence to murd'riag Virgil's verſe, 
And conſtruing Tully into farce, 
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Or lad' ring with his grave preceptor, 

a In greek to blunder o'er a chapter. 

The latin teſtament affords 

The needed help of ready words; 

At hand the dictionary laid, 

Gives up X's page in frequent aid; 

Hard by the lexicon and grammar, | 
Thoſe helps of mem'ry < 7 they ſtammer ; 
The leſſon s ſhort ; the prieſt contented ; 

f His taſk to hear is ſooner ended. 

He lets him mind his own concerns, 

Then tells his parents how he learns, 

A year thus ſpent in gathering knowledge, 
The lad ſets forth t' unlade at college, 
While down his fire and prieſt attend him, 
To introduce and recommend him; 

Or if detain'd a letter's ſent 

Of much apocryphal content, 
To ſet him forth, how dull ſoever, 
As very learn'd and very clever; 

A genius of the firſt emiſſion, 

With burning love for erudition; 
So ſtudious he'll oatwatch the moon 
And think the planets ſet too ſoon; 
He had but little time to fit in; 
Examination too muſt frighten: 
Depend upon't he muſt do well, 

He knows much more than he can tell; 
Admit him, and in little ſpace 
He'll beat his rivals in the race; 

His father's incomes are but ſmall, 
He comes now if he comes at all. 


So ſaid, ſo done, at college now 
He enters well, no matter how; 
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New ſcenes awhile his fancy pleaſe, 
But all miſt yield to love of eaſe. 
In the ſame round condemn'd each day, 
To ſtudy, read, recite and pray; 
To make his hours of buſineſs double— 
He can t endure th increaſing trouble: 
And finds at length, as times grow preſling, 
All plagues are eaſier than his leſſon. 
With ſleepy eyes and count'nance heavy, 
With much excuſe of h paravi, 
Much abſence, tardes and egreſſes, 
The college evil on him ſeizes. 
Then ev'ry book, which ought to pleaſe, 
Stirs up the ſeeds of dire diſeaſe ; 
Greek ſpoils his eyes, the print's ſo fine, 
Grown dim with ſtudy, and with wine; 
Of Tully's latin much afraid, 
Each page, he calls the doQor's aid ; 
While geometry, with lines ſo crooked, 
Sprains all his wits to overlook it. 
His ſickneſs puts on every name, 
It's cauſe and uſes ſtill the ſame ; 
*Tis tooth ach, cholick, gont or ſtone, 
With phaſes various as the moon , 
But tho' thro? all the body ſpread, 
Still makes its cap'tal ſeat, the head. 
In all diſeaſes, tis expected, 
The weakeſt parts be moſt infected. 

Kind headach hail! thou bleſt diſeaſe, 
The friend of idleneſs and eaſe; 
Who mid the ſtill and dreary bound 
Where college walls her ſons ſurround, 


Non paravi, I have mt prepared for reci- 


tation. An excuſ e cemmonly given. 
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In ſpite of fears, in juſtice? ſpight, 

Aſſam'ſt o'er laws diſpenſing right, 

Ser'it from his taſk the blunderer free, 

Excus'd by dulneſs and by thee. 

Thy vot'ries bid a bold defiance 

To all the calls and threats of ſcience, 
light learning human and divine, 

And hear no prayers, and fear no fine. 

And yet how oft the ſtudious gain, 

The dulneſs of a letter'd brain; 

Deſpiſing ſuch low things the while 

As Engliſh grammar, phraſe and ſtyle ; 

Deſpiſing ev'ry nicer art, 

That aids the tongue, or mends the heart ; 

Read ancient authors o'er in vain, 

Nor taſte one beauty they contain; 

Humbly on truſt accept the ſenſe, 

But deal for words at vaſt expence ; 

Search well how every term muſt vary 

From lexicon to dictionary; 

And plodding on in one dull tone, 

Gain ancient tongues and loſe their own, 

Bid every graceful charm defiance, 

And woo the ſkeleton of ſcience. 


Come ye, who finer arts deſpiſe, 
And ſcof at verſe as heathen lies 
In all the pride of dulneſs rage 
At Pope, or Milton's deathleſs page ; 
Or ſtung by truth's deep ſearching line, 
Rave ev'n at rhymes as low as mine 
Say ye who boaſt the name of wiſe 
Wherein ſubſtantial learning lies. 
Is it, ſuperb in claſlic lore, 
To ſpeak what Homer ſpoke before, 
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To write the language Tully wrote, 
The ſtyle, the cadence and the note? 
Is there a charm in ſounds of greek, 
No language elſe can learn to ſpeak ; 
That cures diſtemper'd brains at once, 
Like Pliny's rhymes for broken bones ? 
Is there a ſpirit found in latin, 

That muſt evap'rate in tranſlating ? 
And fay are ſenſe and genius bound 
To any vehicles of ſound ? 

Is it by mathematic's ad 

To count the world's in light array'd, 
To know each ſtar, that hfts it's eye, 
To ſparkle in the midnight {ky ? 

Say ye, who draw the curious line 
Between the uſeful and the fine, 

How little can this noble art 

Its aid in human things impart, 

Or give to lite a cheertul ray, 

And force our pains, and cares away. 


Is it to know whate'er was done 
Above the circle of the ſun ? 
Is it to lift the active mind 
Beyond the bounds by heaven afſign'd ; 
| And leave our little world at home, 
[| Through realms of entity to roam ; 
i Attempt the ſecrets dark to ſcan, 
Eternal wiſdom hid from man ; 
'x For ſenſe, deal loads of definitions, 
1 And fritter truth in ſubdiviſions, 
And make religion but the ſign 
In din of battle when to join? 
Vain man to madneſs ſtill a prey, 
Thy ſpace a point, thy life a day, 
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A feeble worm that aĩm'ſt to ſtride 
In all the foppery of pride ! 
The glimmering lamp of reaſon's ray 


as given to guide thy darkſome way. 


2 Why wilt thou ſpread thy inſet wings, 
And ftrive to reach ſublimer things; 

Thy donbts confeſs, thy blindneſs own, 
Nor vex thy thoughts with ſcenes unknown. 


Indulgent heaven to man below, 


* Hath all explain'd we need to know; 
Hach clearly taught enough to prove 
Content below, and bliſs above. 

Thy boaſtful wiſh how proud and vain, 
While heaven forbids the vaunting ſtrain ! 
For metaphylics rightly ſhown 

But teach how little can be known; 
Though quibbles ſtill maintain their ſtation, 
Conjecture ſerves for demonſtration, 
Armies of pens draw forth to fight, 

And e ang ee write. 


Oh! might I live to ſee that day, 
When ſenſe ſhall point to youths their way ; 
Through every maze of ſcience guide 
O'er education's laws preſide 
The good retain with jult diſcerning 
Explode the quackeries of learning; 
Give ancient arts their real due, 

Explain their faults, and beauties too; 
Teach where to imitate, and mend, 
And point their uſes and their end. 

Then bright philoſophy would ſhine, 
And ethics teach the laws divine ; 

Our youths might learn each nobler art, 
That ſhews a paſſage to the keart ; 
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From ancient languages well known 
Transfuſe new beauties to our own ; 
With taſte and fancy well refin'd, 

Where moral rapture warms the mind, 
From ſchopls diſmiſs'd, with lib'ral hand, 
Spread uſeful learning o'er the land; 
And bid the eaſtern world admire 

Qur riſing worth, and bright'ning fire. 


But while through fancy's realms we roam, 
The main concern is leit at home; 
Return'd, our hero ſtill we find 
The ſame, as blundering and as blind. 
Four years at college doz'd away | 
In ſleep, and ſlothfulneſs and play, 

Too dull for vice, with cleareſt conſcience, 
Charg'd with no fault but that of nonſenſe, 
And nonſenſe long, with ſerious air 

Has wander'd unmoleſted there, 

He paſſes trial fair, and free, 

And takes in form his firſt degree. 

A ſcholar ſee him now commence 

Without the aid of books or ſenſe ; 

For paſling college cures the brain, 

Lixe mills to grind men young again. 

'The ſcholar-dreſs, that once array'd him, 
The charm, * Admitto te ad gradum, 
With touch of parchment can refine, 
And make the verieſt coxcomb ſhine, 
Confer the gift of tongues at once, 

And fill with ſenſe the vacant dunce. 


* Aamitto te ad gradum, I admit you to a de- 
gree part cf the words uſed in conferring the« 
heneurs of college, 


2 


e. 
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So kingly crowns contain qnintefſence 
Of worſhip, dignity and preience ; 
Give learning, genius, virtue, worth, 
Wit, valor, wiſdom and ſo forth; 
Hide the bald pate, and cover o'er 
'The cap of folly worn before. 


Our hero's wit and learning now may 
Be prov'd by token of Diploma, 
Of that Diploma, which with ſpeed 
He learns to conſtrue and to read; 
And ſtalks abroad with conſcious ride, 
In all the airs of pedant pride, 
With paſſport fign'd fox wit and knowledge, 
And current under ſeal of college. 


Few months now paſt, he ſees with pai 
His purſe as empty as his brain; | 
His father leaves him then to tate, 

And throws him off, as uſeleſs weight; 
But gives him good advice to teach 
A ſchool at firſt and then to preach. 


Thou reaſon'ſt well; it muſt be ſo; 
For nothing elſe thy ſon can do. 
As thieves of old to avoid the halter 
Took refuge in the holy altar; 
Oft dulneſs flying from diſgrace 
Finds ſafety in that ſacred place; 
There boldly rears his head, or reſts 
Secure from ridicule or jeſts; 
Where dreaded ſatire may nòt dare 
Offend his wig's extremeſt hair; 
Where ſcripture ſanQifies his ſtrains, 
And reverence hides the 0 of brains, 
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Next ſee our youth at ſchool appear, 

Procur d for forty pounds a year, 

His ragged regiment round aſſemble, 
Taught, not to read, but fear and tremble. 
Before him, rods prepare his way, 
Thoſe dreaded antedotes to play. 

Then thron'd aloft in elbow chair, 
With ſolemn face and awful air, 

He trics, with eaſe and unconcern, 

x To teach what ne'er himſelf could learn; 
| [| Qives laws and puniſhment alone, 


Judge, jury, bailift, all in one; 
Holds all good learning muſt depend 
Upon his rod's extremeſt end, 

Whole great electric virtue's ſuch, 

| Each genius brightens at the touch ; 
| With threats and blows, incitements preſſing, 
4 Drives on his lads to learn each leflon ; 
4 Thinks Rogging cures all moral ills, 

And breaks their hcads to break their wills, 


The year is done; he takes his leave; 
The children {mile ; the parents grieve z 
And ſeek again, their ſchool to keep, 
One juſt as good and juſt as cheap. 


f Now to ſome prieſt,that's fam'dfor teaching. 
| | He goes to learn the art of preaching ; 


And ſettles down with earneſt zeal 
Sermons to ftudv, and to ſteal, 

Six months from all the world retires 
To kindle up his cover'd fires 

Learns with nice art, to make with eaſe 
The ſcriptures ſpeak whate'er he pleaſe; 
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With judgment unperceiv'd to quote 
What Pool explain'd, or Henry wrote; 
Jo give the goſpel new editions, 

Split doctrines into propoſitions, 

Draw motives, uſes, inferences, 

And torture words in thouſand ſenſes ? 
Learn the grave ſtyle and goodly phraſe, 
Safe handed down from Cromwell's days, 
And ſhun with anxious care, the wile 

The infection of a modern ſtyle; 

Or on the wings ot folly fly 

Aloit in metaphylic ſky ; 

The ſyſtem of the world explain, 

Till night and chaos come again z 
Deride what old divines can ſay, 

Point out to heaven a nearer way; 

Explode all known eltabli{t'd rules, 

Affirm our fathers ail were tools. 

The preſent age is growing wile, 

But wiſdom in her cradle lies; 

Late, like minerva, born and bred, 

Not from a Jove's, but ſcribler's head, 
While thoufand youths their homage lend her, 
And nurſing fathers rock and tend her. 


Round him much manuſcr:pt is ſpread, 
Extracts from living works, and dead, 
Themes, ſermons, plans of controverſy, 
That hack and mangle without mercy, 
And whence to glad the reader's eyes, 
The future dialogue {tall riſe. 


At length matur'd the grand defign, 
He ſtalks abroad, a grave divine. 
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Mean while, from every diſtant ſeat 
At ſtated time the clergy meet, 
Our hero comes, his ſermon reads, 
Explains the doctrine of his creeds, 
A licence gains to preach and pray, 
And makes his bow and goes his way, 


What tho' his wits could ne'er diſpenſe 
One page of grammar, or of ſenſe ; 
What though his learning be ſo ſlight, ' 
He ſcarcely knows to ſpell or write ; 
What though his ſkull be cudgel proof! 
He's orthodox, and that's enough. 


Perhaps with genius we'd diſpenſe ; 
But ſure we look at leaſt for ſenſe. 


Ye fathers of our church attend 
The ſerious counſels of a friend, 
_ Whoſe utmoſt wiſh, in nobler ways, 
Your ſacred dignity to raiſe. 
Tho? blunt the ſtyle, the truths ſet down 
Ye can't deny—though ſome may frown. 


Yes, there are men, nor theſe a few, 
The foes of virtue and of you; 
Who, nurtur'd long in dulneſs' ſchool, 
Make vice their trade, and fin by rule, 
Who deem it courage heav'n to brave, 
And wit, to ſcoff at all that's grave; 
Vent ſtolen jeſts, with ſtrange grimaces, 
From folly's book of common places; 
While mid the ſimple throng around 
Each kindred blockhead greets the ſound, 
And, like electric fire, at once, 
The laugh is caught from dunce to dunce. 
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The deiſt's ſcoffs ye may deſpiſe; 
Within yourſelves your danger lies; 
For who would wiſh, neglecting rule, 
To aid the triumphs of a fool? 

From heav'n at firſt your order came, 
From heavin receiv'd its ſacred name, 
Indulg'd to man, to point the way, 
That leads from darkneſs up to day, 
Your highborn dignity attend, 

And view your origin and end. 


While human ſouls are all your care, 
By warnings, counſels, preaching, prayer, 
In bands of chriſtian friendſhip join'd, 
Where pure affection warms the mind, 
While each performs the pious race, 

Nor dulneſs e'er uſurps a place; 

No vice ſhall brave your awful teſt, 
Nor folly dare to broach the jeſt, 
Each waiting eye ſhall humbly bend, 
And rev'rence on your ſteps attend. 


But when each point of ſerious weight, 
Is torn with wrangling and debate, 
When truth, mid rage of dire diviſions, 
Is left to fight for definitions, 

And fools aſſume your ſacred place, 
It threats your order with diſgrace; 
Bids genius from your ſeats withdraw, 
And ſeek the pert loquacious law; 
Or deign in phyſic's path's to rank, 
With every quack and mountebank; 
Or in the ways of trade content, 
Plod ledgers 0'er of _ per cent. 

| * 
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5 While in your ſeats ſo ſacred, whence 
We look for piety and ſenſe, 
Pert dulneſs raves in ſchool boy ſtyle; 
| Your friends muſk bluſh, your foes will ſmile, 
1 While men, who teach tlie glorious way, 
1 Where heaven unfolds celeſtial day, 
A ſſume the taſk ſublime, to bring 
The meſſage of th' eternal king, 
Diſgrace thoſe honours they receive, 
And want that ſenſe they aim to give. 


Now in the deſ with ſolemn air, 

Our hero makes his audience ſtare; 

Aſſerts with all dogmatic boldneſs, 
Where impudence is yok'd to dulneſs; 

Reads o'er his notes with halting pace, 

Maſk'd in the ſtiffneſs of his face; 

With geſtures ſuch as might become 

Thoſe ſtatues once that ſpoke at Rome, 

Or Livy's ox, that to the ſtate 

Declar'd the oracles of fate, 

In awkward tones, nor ſaid, nor ſung, 

Slow rumbling o'er the faltring tongue, 

Two hours his drawling ſpeech holds on, 

And names it preaching when he's done. 
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With roving tir'd, he fixes down 
For life, in ſome unſettled town. 
People and prieſt full well agree, 

For why—they know no more than he. 
Vaſt tracts of unknown lands he gains, 
Better than thoſe the moon contains; 
There deals in preaching and in prayer, 

And ſtarves on ſixty pounds a year, 
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And culls his texts, and tilis his farm, 
And does no good, and little harm 
On ſunday, in his beſt array, 

Deals forth the dulneſs of the day; 
And while above he ſpends his breath, 
The yawning audience nod beneath. 


Thus glib tongu'd Merc'ry in his hand 
Stretch'd forth the ſleep compelling wands 
Each eye in endleſs doze to keep— 

The God of fleeping, and of ſleep, 
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DULNES S$. 
PART SECOND. 


OR AN 
Fc a8 & 
en THE LIFE Axp CHARACTER or 


DICK HAIRBRAIN 
OF FINICAL MEMORY. 


L Dict#'s foliloquy on a college life ; a deſcription of 
a Country Fop ; receipt to make a gentleman, 
with the Fop's Creed and ex paſition of the ſcrip- 
tures ; Dick's gradual progreſs from a clqun to 
a coxcomb ; his travels, gallantry, and opinion 
of the ladies ; his Peripætia and Cataſtrophe, 
with the moral and application of the whole. ] 


2 

#5 WAS in a town remote, the place 
We leave the reader wiſe to gueſs 
For readers wiſe can gueſs full well, 
What authors never meant to tell, 
There dwelt ſecure a country clown, 
The wealthieſt farmer of the town ; 
Though rich by villany and cheats, 
He bought reſpe& by frequent treats z 
(zam'd offices by conſtant ſeeking, 
Squire, captain, deputy and deacon 
Great was his power ; his pride as arrant 3 
One only ſon his heir apparent. 
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He thought the ſtripling's parts were quick, 
And vow'd to make a man of Dicx ; 
Bleſs'd the pert dunce, and prais'd his looks, 
And put him early to his books. 


More oaths than words Dick learn'd to ſpealt 
And ſtudied knav'ry more than greek ; 
Three years at ſchool, as uſual, ſpent, 
Then all equipt to college went, | 
And pleas'd in proſpe ct, thus beſtow'd 
His meditations, as he rode. 


&« All hail, unvex'd with care and ſtrife, 
The bliſs of academic life; 
Where kind repoſe protracts the ſpan, 
While childhood ripens into man; 
Where no hard parent's dreaded rage 
Curbs the gay ſports of youthful age; 
Where no vile fear the genius awes 
With prim ſeverity of laws ; 
Vhere annual troops of bucks come down, 
The flower of every neighb'ring town; 
Where wealth and pride and riot wait, 
And every rogue may find his mate. 


Far from thoſe walls, from pleaſure's eye, 
Let care and grief and labour fly, 
The toil to gain the laurel prize, 
That dims the anxious ſtudent's eyes, 
The pedant air of learned looks, 
And long fatigue of turning books. 
Let poor, dull rogues, with weary pains, 
To college come to mend their brains, 
And drudge four years, with grave concern, 
How they may wiſer grow and learn. 
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Ts wealth of indolence afraid, 


Or does wit need pedantic aid? 


The man of wealth the world deſcries, 
Without the help of learning, wiſe ; 

The magic powers of gold, with eaſe, 
Transform us to what thape we pleaſe, 
Give knowledge bright and courage brave, 
And wits, that nature never gave. 

But nought avails the hoarded treaſure 

In ſpending only lies the pleaſure, 


There vice ſhall laviſh all her charms, 
And rapture fold us in her arms, 
Riot ſhall court the trolic ſoul, 
And ſwearing crown the ſparkling bowl; 
While wit ſhall ſport with vaſt applauſe, 
And ſcorn the feeble tie of laws ; 
Our midnight joys no rule ſhall bound, 
While games and dalliance revel round. 
Such pleaſures youthful years can know, 


And ſchools there are, that ſuch beſtow. 


And oh, that ſchool how greatly bleſt, 
By fate diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, , 
Whoſe ſeat is fix'd on ſacred ground, 
By Venus? nunn'ries circled round ; 
Where not like monks, in, durance hard, 
From all the joys of love debarr'd, 
The ſolitary youth in pain 
For rapture ſighs, yet ſighs in vain 
But kind occaſion prompts defire . 
And crowns the gay, licentious fire, 
And pleaſure courts the ſons of ſcience, 
And whores and muſes hold alliance. 
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Not thoſe“ ſo bleſt, for eaſe and ſport, 
Where wealth and idleneſs reſort, 
Where free from cenſure and from ſhame, 
They ſcck cf learning, but the name, 
Their crimes of all degrees and ſizes 
Aton'd by gelen ſacrifices 
Where kind intructors fix their price, 
In juſt degrees on every vice, 
And fierce in zeal *gainſt wicked courſes, 
Demand repentance, of their purſes ; 
Till fin, thus tax'd, produces clear 


A copious income every year, 


And the fair ſchools thus free from ſcruples, 
Thrive by the knav'ry of their pupils. 


Ev'n thus the Pope, long ſince has made 
Of human crimes a gainful trade; 
Keeps ev'ry pleaſing vice for ſale, 
For caſh, by wholeſale, or retail. 
There, pay the prices and the fees, 
Buy rapes, or lies, or what you pleate, 
Then ſin ſecure, with firm reliance, 
And bid the ten commands defiance. 


And yet, alas, theſe happieſt ſchools 
Preſerve a ſet of muſty rules, 
And in their wiſeſt progreſs ſhow 
Perfection is not found below. 


* & There is a certain region on the weſlern con- 
tinent, ſituated within the northern temperate zone 
where in ſome of the moſt notable and reſpectable 
ſchools, not only indolence and dulneſs, but almeſl 
every crime, may by the rich be atoned for with pe- 
euniary ſatigfaction.ꝰ Dudon's geographical pa- 
radoxes, No. 45. 
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Even there, indulg'd, in humble Ration, 
Learning reſides by toleration ; 

No law forbids the youth to read; 

For ſenſe, no tortures are decreed-; 
There ſtudy injures but the name, 

And meets no puniſhment but ſhame”. 


Thus reas'ning, Dicx goes forth to find 
A college ſuited to his mind ; 
But bred in diſtant woods, the clown 
Brings all his country airs to town ; 
The odd addreſs with awkward grace, 
That bows with all averted face; 
The half heard compliments, whoſe note 
Is ſwallow'd in the trembling throat; 
The ſtiffen'd gait, the drawling tone, 
By which his native place is known; 
The bluſh, that looks, by vaſt degrees, 
Too much like modeſty to pleaſe ; 
The proud diſplays of awkward dreſs, 
That all the country fop expreſs, 
The ſuit right gay, tho' much belated, 
Whoſe faſhion's ſuperannuated ; 
The watch, depending far in ſtate, 
Whoſe iron chain might form a grate ; 
The filver buckle, dread to view, 
O'erſhad*wing all the clumſy ſhoe ; 
The white-glov'd band, that tries to peep 
From ruffle, full five inches deep; 
With fifty odd affairs beſide, 
The foppiſhneſs of country pride. 


Poor Dicx ! tho' firſt thy airs provoke 
Tu“ obſtreperous laugh and ſcornful joke, 
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Doom'd all the ridicule to ſtand, 

While each gay dunce ſhall lend a hand ; 
Yet let not ſcorn diſmay thy hope 

To ſhine a witling and a fop. 

Bleſt impudence the prize ſhall gain, 
And bid thee ſigh no more in vain. 

Thy varied dreſs ſhall quickly ſhow 

At once the ſpendthrift and the beau. 
With pert addreſs and noiſy tongue, 
That ſcorns the fear of prating wrong, 
Mongſt liſtning coxcombs ſhalt thou thine, 
And every voice ſhall echo thine. 

As when, disjointed from che ſtock, 

We view with ſcorn the ſhapeleſs block, 
The ſkilful ſtatuary hews us, 

The wood in any form he chuſes; 

So ſhall the arts of fops in town, 

From thee ſmooth off the rugged clown, 
The rubhith of thy mein ſhall clear, 

Till all the beau in pomp appear. 


How bleſt the brainleſs fop, whoſe praiſe 
Is doom'd to grace theſe happy days, 
When well bred vice can genius teach, 
And fame is plac'd in folly's reach, 
Impertinence all taſtes can hit, 

And every raſcal is a wit. 

The loweſt dunce, without deſpairing, 
May learn the true ſublime of ſwearing, 
Learn the nice art of jeſts obſcene, 
While ladies wonder what they mean, 
The heroiſm of brazen lungs, 


The rhetoric of eternal tongues ; 


While whim uſurps the name of ſpirit, 
And impudence takes place of merit, 
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And every money'd clown and dunce 
Commences gentleman at once. 


For now, by eaſy rules of trade, 
Mechanic gentlemen are made ! 
From handycrafts of faſhion born; 
Thoſe very arts ſo much their ſcorn. 
To taylors half themſelves they owe, 
Who make the clothes, that make the beau. 


Lo! from the feats, where, fops to bleſs, 
Learn'd artiſts fix the forms of dreſs, 
And fit in conſultation grave, 

On folded ſkirt, of ſtraitned ſleeve, 

The coxcomb trips with ſprightly haſte, 
In all the fluſh of modern taſe ; 

Oft turning, if the day be fair, 

To view his ſhadow's graceful air 
Well pleas'd with eager eye runs o'er 
The lac'd ſuit glittring gay before; 
The ruffle, where from open'd veſt 

The rubied brooch adorns the breaſt ; 
The coat with length'ning waiſt behind, 
Whoſe ſhort ſkirts dangle in the wind; 
The modiſh hat, whoſe breadth contains 
The meaſure of its owner's brains ; 
The ſtockings gay with filken hues 
The little toe encircling ſhoes ; 

The cane, on whoſe carv'd top is ſhown 
An head juſt emblem of his own ; 
While wrapt in ſelf, with lofty ſtride, 
His little heart elate with pride, 

He ſtruts in all the joys of ſhow, 

That taylors give, or beans can know, 
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And who for beauty need repine, 
That's ſold at every barber's ſign ; 
Nor lies in features or complexton, 
But curls diſpos'd in meet direction, 
With ſtrong pomatum's grateful odour, 
And quantum fufficit of powder? 
Theſe charms can ſhed a ſprightly grace, 
O'er the dull eye and clumſy face; 

Fhile the trim dancing maſter's art 
Shall geſtures, trips and bows impart, 
Give the gay piece its final touches, 

And lend thoſe airs, would lure a Ducheſs. 


Thus ſhines the form, nor aught behind, 
The gifts that deck the coxcomb's mind; 
'Fhen hear the daring muſe diſcloſe 
'The ſenſe and piety of beaus. 
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To grace his ſpeech, let France beſtow 
A ſet of compliments for ſhow z 
Land of politeneſs ! that affords - 
The treaſure of newfangled words, 
And endleſs quantities diiburſes 
Of bows and compliments and curſes ; 
Ihe ſoft addreſs, with airs ſo ſweet, 
That cringes at the ladies? feet ; 
The pert, vivacious, play houſe ſtyle, 
That wakes the gay aſſembly's ſmile ; 
Jeſts that his brother beaus may lit, 
And paſs with young coquettes for wit, 
And, priz'd by fops of true diſcerning, 
Outface the pedantry of learning. 
Yet learning too ſhall lend its aid, 
To fill the coxcomb's ſpongy head, 
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And ſtudious oft he ſhall peruſe 

The labours of the modern muſe. 

From endleſs loads of novels gain 

volt, ſimpring tales of am'rous pain, 
With double meanings, neat and handy, 
From Rocheſter and Triſtram Shandy. 
The blundring aid of weak reviews, 
That forge the fetters cf the muſe, 
Shall give him airs of criticizing 

On faults of books, he ne'er ſets eyes on. 
The magazines ſhall teach the faſhion, 
And common place of converſation, 
And where his knowledge fails, afford 
The aid of many a ſounding word. 


Then leaſt religion he ſhould need, 
Of pious Hume he'll learn his creed, 
By ſtrongeſt demonſtration ſhown, 
Evince that nothing can be known; 
Take arguments unvex'd by doubt, 

On Voltaire's truſt, or go without; 

*Gainſt ſcripture rail in modern lore, 

As thouſand fools have rail'd before; 
C 2 

* Hume, Voltaire and Bolingbroke are three of 
the maſt noted deifiical writers, whoſe admirers 
are more numerous, even in America, than perhaps 
many of our honeſt country readers may imagine. 
It will be eaſily diſcerned, that my defign was to 
draw a complete character of a firſt rate Coxcomb, 
and not to confine myſelf merely to the inferior, ſe. 
cond handed, imitative beaus of this country, among 
whom, though we can boaſt of ſome promiſing geniuſ- 
ev, yet foppery ſeems lo be but juſt cleverly dawning. 
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Or pleas'd a nicer art diſplay 

T” expound its doctrines all away, 

Suit it to modern taſtes and faſhions 

By various notes and emendations ; 

The rules the ten commands contain, 

With new proviios well explain; 

Prove all religion was but faſhion, 
Beneath the Jewiſh diſpenſation, 

A ceremonious law, deep hooded 

In types and figures long exploded ; 

Its ſtubborn fetters all unfit | 

For theſe free times of goſpel light, 

This rake's Millenium, ſince the day 
When ſabbaths firſt were done away ? 
Since ſhame, the worſt of deadly fiends, 
On virtne, as its ſquire attends ; 

Since Pandar-conſcience holds the door, 
And lewdnefs is a vice no more ; 

And fools may ſwift as crimes convey 'em, 
Flee to their place, and no man ſtay 'em. 


Alike his poignant wit difplays 
The darkneſs of the former days, 
When men the paths of duty ſought, 
And own'd what revelation taught; 
Ere human reaſon grew ſo bright, 
Men could ſee all things by its light, 
And ſummon'd ſcripture to appear, 
And Rand before its bar ſevere, 
To clear its page from charge of fiction, 
And anſwer pleas of contradiction; 
Ere myſt' ries firſt were held in ſcorn, 
Or Bolingbroke, or Hume were born. 
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And now the fop, with great energy, 
Levels at prieſtcraft and the clergy, 
At holy cant and godly prayers, 
And bigot's hypocritic airs ; 
Muſters each vet'ran jeſt to aid, 
Calls piety the parſon's trade ; 
Cries out tis ſhame, paſt all abiding, 
The world ſhould ſtill be fo prieſt ridden ; 
Applauds free thought that ſcorns controul, 
And gen'rous nobleneſs of ſoul, 
That acts its pleaſure good or evil, 
And fears nor deity, nor devil. 
Theſe ſtanding topics never fail 
To prompt our little wits to rail, 
With mimic droll'ry of grimace, 
And pleas'd impertinence of face, 
Gainſt virtue arm their feeble forces, 
And ſound the charge in peals of curſes. 


Bleſt he his aſhes | under ground 
If any particles be found, | 

Who friendly to the coxcomb race, 

Firſt taught thoſe arts of common place, 
Thoſe topics fine, on which the beau 

May all his little wits beſtow, 

Secure the ſimple laugh to raiſe, _ -, 
And gain the dunce's palm of praiſe. 

For where's the theme that beaus could hit 
With leaſt ſimilitude of wit, 

Did not religion and the prieſt 

Supply materials for the jeſt ? 

The poor in purſe, with metals vile 

For current coins, the world beguile ; 
The poor in brain, for genuine wit 

Paſs off a viler counterfeit ; 
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While various thus their doom-appears, 
Theſe loſe their ſouls, and thoſe their ears ; 
The want of fancy, whim ſupplies, 

And native humour, mad caprice ; 

Loud noiſe for argument goes off, 

For mirth polite, the ribald's ſcoff; 

For ſenſe, lew'd droll'ries entertain us, 
And wit is mimick'd by profaneneſs. 


Thus *twixt the taylor and the player, 
And Hume, and Triſtram and Voltaire, 
Complete in modern trim array'd, 

The clockwork gentleman is made; 
As thouſand fops ere Dick have ſhone, 
In airs, which Dick ere long ſhall own. 


But not immediate from the clown, 
He gains this zenith of renown; 
Slow dawns the coxcomb's op'ning ray; 
Rome was not finiſh'd in a day. 
Perfection is the work of time; 
Gradual he mounts the height ſublime ; 
Firſt ſhines abroad with bolder grace, 
In ſuits of ſecond handed lace, 
And learns by rote, like ſtudious players, 
The fop's infinity of airs; 
Till merit, to full ripenefs grown, 
By conſtancy attains the crown. 


Now ſhould our tale at large proceed, 
Here might I tell, and you might read. 
At college next. how Dick went on, 

And prated much and ſtudied none; 
Yet ſhone with fair, unborrow'd ray, 
And ſteer'd where nature led the way. 
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What tho? each academic ſcience 
Bade all his efforts bold defiance ! 
What though in algebra his ſtation 
Was negative in each equation; 
Though in aſtronomy ſurvey'd, 

His conſtant courſe was retrograde ; 
O'er Newton's ſyſtem though he ſleeps 
And finds his wits in dark eclipſe ! ! 
His talents prov'd of higheſt prics 
At all the arts of cards and dice ; 
His genius turn'd, with greateſt fkill, 
To whilſt, loo, cribbage and quadrille, 
And taught, to every rival's ſhame, 
Each nice diſtinction of the game. 


As noonday ſun, the cafe is plain, 
Nature has nothing made in vain. 
The blind mole cannot fly; tis found 
His genius leads him under ground; 
The man, that was not made to think, 
Was born to game, and ſwear, and drink; 
Let ſops defiance bid to ſatire, 
Mind Tully's rule, and follow nature. 


Yet here the muſe, of Dick, muſt tell 
He ſhone in active ſcenes as well; 
The foremoſt place in riots held; 

In all the gifts of noiſe excell'd; 


His tongue, the bell, whoſe rattling din wou'd 
Summon the rake's notturnal ſynod ; 

Swore with a grace that ſeem'd deſign'd 

To emulate the infernal kind, 

Nor only make their realms his due, 

But learn, betimes, their language too z 
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And well expert in arts polite, 

Drank wine by quarts to mend his ſight, 
For he that drinks till all things reel, 
Sees double, and that's twice as well, 
And ere its force confin*d his feet, 

Led out his mob to ſcour the ſtreet ; 
Made all authority his may game, 

And ftrain*d his little wits to plague em, 
Then, every crime aton*d with eaſe, 


Pro meritis receiv*d. degrees; 


And ſoon as fortune chanc'd to fall, 
His father died and left him all. 

Then, bent to gain all modern faſhions, 
He ſail d to viſit foreign nations, 
Reſolv⸗d, by toil unaw*d to import, 
The follies of the Britiſh court; 

But in his courſe oferlook*d whate“er 
Was learn*d or valu“d, rich or rare. 


As fire electric draws together 
Each hair and ſtraw and daft and feather, 
The travell«d dunce colle&s betimes 
The levities of other climes ; 
And when long toil has given ſucceſs, 
Returns his native land to blets, 
A patriot top, that ſtruts by rules, 
And Enight of all the ſhire of fools. 


The praiſe of other learning loſt, 
To know the world is all his Foal, 
By conduct teach our country wigeons, 
How coxcombs ſhine in other regions, 
Diſplay his travell'd airs and fathions, 
And ſcott at college educations. 
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Whoeeer at college points his ſneer, 
Proves that himſelf learn'd nothing there, 
And wiſely makes his honeſt aim 
Lo pay the mutual debt of ſhame. 


Mean while our hero's anxious care 
Was all employ*d to pleaſe the fair; 
With vows of love and airs polite, 

Oft ſighing at ſome ladyss feet 

Pleas*d, while he thus in form addreſt her, 
With his own gracefulneſs of geſture, 
And gaudy flattery, that diſplays 

A ſtudied elegance of phraſe. 

So gay at balls the coxcomb ſhone, ' 

He thought the female world his own. 

By beauty*s charms he nefer was fir d; 
He flatter*d where the world admirtd. 
Himſelf, ſo well he priz'd deſert, 

Poſſeſt his own unrivall'd heart; 

Nor charms, nor chance, nor change could move 
The firm foundations of his love; 

His heart, ſo conſtant and ſo wiſe, 
Purſu'd what ſages old adviſe, 

Bade others ſeek for fame or pelf; 

His only ſtudy was himſelf. 


Yet Dick allow d the fair, deſert, 
Nor wholly ſcorn'd them in his heart; 
There was an end, as oft he ſaid, 

For which alone the ſex were made, 
Whereto, of nataress rules obſervant, 
He ſtrove to render them ſubſervient; 
And held the fair by inclination, 
Were formẽ d exactly for their ſtation, 
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That real virtue ne? er could find 

Her lodging in a female mind; 

e rom Pope, in phraſe ſo ſmart, 
That all the ſex are rakes at heart, 
And prais'd Mahomet's ſenſe, who holds 
That women never were born with ſouls. 


Thus bleſt, our hero ſaw his name 
Rank: d in the foremoſt liſts of fame. 
What though the learn'd, the good, the wiſe, 
His light, affected airs, deſpiſe ! 
What though the fair of higher mind," 
With beighing thou; ht and Fake refin d, 
Whoſe fancy roſe on nobler wing, 
Scorn*d che vain, gilt, gay, noiſy thing ! 
Zach light coquette ſpread forth her charms, 
And lur'd the hero to her arms. 
For beaus and light coquettes, by fate 
Were each deſignꝭd the other's mate, 
By inſtinct love, for each may find 
Its likeneſs in the other's mind; 
Then let the wiſer ſort deſert em, 
For «were a {in to try to part em. 


Nor did the coxcomb-loving climate 
To theſe alone his praiſes limit. 
Each gayer fop of modern days 
Allowed to Dick the foremolt praiſe, 
Borrowed his ſtyle, his airs, grimace, 
And aped his modiſh form of dreſs. 
Even ſome, with ſenſe endurd, felt hopes 
And rais*'d ambition to be fops; ; 
But men of ſenſe, tis fix*d by fate, 
Are coxcombs but of ſecond rate. 
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The pert and lively dunce alone 
Can ſteer the courſe that Dick has ſnown; 
The lively dunce alone can climb 

The ſummit, where he ſhines ſublime. 


But ah! how ſhort the faireſt name 
Stands on the ſlipp'ry ſteep of fame! | 
The nobleſt heights we're ſooneſt giddy on ; 
The fun ne'er ſtays in his meridian ; ' 
The brighteſt ſtars muſt quickly ſet ; 
And Dick has deeply run in debt. 

Now what avails his ſplendid ſhow, 
With all the arts, that grace the Beau 
Not all his oaths'can duns diſmay, 
Or deadly Bailiffs fright away, 

Not all his compliments can bail, 

Or minuets dance him from the jail. 
Law not the leaſt reſpe& can give 

To the lac'd coat, or ruffl'd fleeve. 
Of fly at once, in ſaddeſt woe, 

The dreſs and trappings of the Beau 
His ſplendid ornaments muſt fall, 
And all is loſt, for theſe were all. 


What then remains? in health's decline, 
By lewdneſs, luxury and wine, 

Worn by diſeaſe, with purſe too ſhallow, 
To lead in fathions, or to follow, 

The meteor's gaudy light is gone; 

Lone age with haſty ſtep comes on ; 

The charms he once with pride diſplay'd, 
All vaniſh'd into empty ſhade; t 
And only left, in tawdry ſhow, 

The ſuperannuated 1 | 
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How pale the palſied fop appears, 

Low ſhivring in the vale of years; 

The ghoſt of all his former days, 

When folly lent the ear of praiſe. 

And Beaus with pleas'd attention hung 
On accents of his chatt'ring tongue. 

Now all thoſe days of pleaſure o'er, 

That chatt'ring tongue mult prate no more. 
From every place, that bleſs'd his hopes, 
He's elbow'd out by younger fops. 

Each pleaſing thought unknown, that cheers 
The ſadneſs of declining years, 

In lonely age he finks forlorn, 

Of all, and even himſelf, the ſcorn. 

The Coxcomb's courſe were wondrous clever, 
Would heath and money laſt forever, 
Did Conſcience never break the charm, 
Nor fears of future worlds alarm, 

But oh, ſince youth and years decay, 
And life's vain follies fleet away, 

Since age has no reſpect for beaus, 

And death the gaudy ſcene muit cloſe, 
Happy the man, whoſe early bloom 
Provides for endleſs years to come; 

That learning ſezks, whoſe uſeful gain 
Repays the courſe of ſtudrous pain, 
Whoſe fame the thankful age thall raiſe, 
And future times repeat its praiſe ; . 
Attains that heart-felt peace of mind, 

To all the will of heaven reſign'd, 

Which calms in youth, the blaſt of rage, 


Adds ſweeteſt hope to linking age, 


With valued uſe prolongs the breath, 
And gives a placid ſmile to death. 
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Then let us ſcorn the praiſe that ſprings 
From gaudy, fublunary things. 
Hate « vain joys, that vice can claim, 
To nobler thoughts exalt our aim, | 
With ardour ſeek th'immortal prize, 
And ſeize our portion in the ſbies. 
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FREARFCCE 


'Y defign in this poem is to ſhows. 
VI Bp. the bl _— in 
the fair ſex ariſe principally from the ne- 
glect of their education, and the miſtaken 
notions they imbibe in their early youth. 
This naturally introduced @ deſcription of 
theſe foibles, which I have endeavoured to 
laugh at with good humour, and to expoſe 
without malevolence. Had I only conſulted 
my own taſte, Iwould have 2 ſenſe 
end ſpirit with a ſtyle more elevated and 
hoctical, to a perpetual drollery, and the 
aſfectation of wit: but I have found by 
experience in the ſecond part of this wor, 
that it is not fo agreeable to the bulk of my 
readers. I have endeavoured to avoid un- 
ſeaſonable ſeverity, and hope, in that point, 
1 am pretty clear of cenſure ; eſpecially 
as ſome of my good friends in theſe parts. | 
have lately made a diſcovery, that ſeverity 
is not my talent, and there is nothing to 
be feared from the ſtrokes of my ſatire: 
a diſcoveryithat on this head hath given me 
no ſmall conſolation. In the follouing poem, 
my deſign is fo: apparent, that I am not 
muc{s afratd of general mifrepreſentation. ; 
and I hops there are no grave folks, who 
wilt” thank. it trifling or unimportant. I. 
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PREFACE. 


expect however, from the treatment I have 
already received in regard to the former 
farts of His work, as well as ſome later 
and more fugitive productions, that my 
dejigns will by many be 1gnorantly or wil- 


fully mijunderſlood. T ſhall reſt ſatisfied 


with the confcionſneſs that a deſire to pro- 
mote the intereſis of learning and mo- 
rality was the principal motive, that in- 

uenced me in tiieſe writings ; Judging as 
I did, that unleſs T attempted ſomething in 
this way, that might conduce to the ſervice 
of mankind, I had ſpent much time in the 


ſtudies of the Muſes in vain. 


Polite literature hath within a few years 
made very confiderable advances in Ame- 
rica. Mankind in general feem ſenſible 
of the importance and advantages of 
learning. Female education hath been, 
moſt neglefled ; and I wiſh this fmall 
performance may have jome tendency to 
encourage and promcte tt. 

The ſriglitlineſs of female genius, and 
the excellence of that ſex in their proper 
walks of ſcience are by no means inferior 
to the accompliſhments of men. And as- 
though the courſe of their education ought 
to be different, and writing is net fo pecu- 
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tiarly the buſineſs of the ſex, yet J cannot 
but hope hereafter to ſee the accompliſh- 
ment of my prediſtion in their favour. 


Her daughters too this happy land ſhall grace 
With powers of genius, as with charms of face; 
Bleſt with the ſoftneſs of the female mind, 
With fancy blooming, and with taſte refin'd, 
Some Rowe ſhall riſe and wreſtwith daring pen, 
The pride of genius from aſſuming men; 
While each bright line a poliſh'd beauty wears 3 
For every Muſe and every Grace are theirs. 
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T Advice of the ladies to Harriet's mother concernin 
educytion ; addreſs to parents; Harriet's ſtudies, 
Till in faſhions, ſcandal and romances ; with the 
conſequent occurrences of her life by way of illuſ- 
tration of the moral of the work. ] 


(cc 
( OME hither, Harriet, pretty Miſs, 

Come hither ; give your aunt a kiſs. 
What, bluthing ? fye, hold up your head, 
Full ſix years old, and yet afraid! 
With ſuch a form, an air, a grace, 
You're not aſham'd to ſhow your face! 
Look like a Lady—bold—my Child— 
Why, ma'am, your Harriet will be ſpoil'd, 
What pity ?tis, a girl ſo ſprightly 
Should hang her head fo unpolitely ? 
And ſure there's nothing worth a ruſh in 
That odd, unnatural trick of bluſhing ; 
It marks one ungenteelly bred, _ 
And ſhows ſhe's miſchief in her head, 
I've heard Dick Hairbrain prove from Paul, 
Eve never bluſh'd before the fall. 
*Tis faid indeed, in latter days, 
It gain'd our grandmothers ſome praiſe; 
Perhaps it ſuited well enough | 
With hoop and fardingale and ruff; 
But this politer generation 
Holds ruffs and bluſhes out of faſhion. 

And what can mean that gown ſo odd? 
You ought to dreſs her in the mode, 
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To teach her how to make a figure ; 

Or ſhe'll be awkward when ſhe's bigger, 
And look as queer as Joan of Nokes, 
And never rig like other folks ; 

Her clothes will trail, all faſhion loſt, 
As if the hung them on a poſt, 

And fit as awkwardly as Eve's 

Firſt peagreen petticoat of leaves. 


And what can mean your ſimple whim here 
To keep her poring on her primer? 
*Tis quite enough for girls to know, 
Tf ſhe can read a billet-deaux, 
Or write a line you'd underſtand 
Without an alphabet o'th' hand. 
Why need ſhe learn to write, or ſpell ? 
A pothook ſcrawl is juſt as well; 
It ranks her with the better ſort, 
For 'tis the reigning mode at court. 
And why ſhou'd girls be learn'd or wiſe ? 
Books only ſerve to ſpoil their eyes. 
The ſtudious eye but faintly twinkles, 
And reading paves the way to wrinkles. 
In vain may learning fill the head full ; 
Tis beauty that's the one thing needful 
Beauty, our ſex's ſole pretence, 
The beſt receipt for female ſenſe, 
The charm, that turns all words to witty, 
And makes the ſillieſt ſpeeches pretty. 
Even folly borrows killing graces 
From ruby lips and roſeate faces. 
Give airs and beauty to your daughter, 


And ſenſe and wit will follow after.” 
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Thus round the infant Miſs in Rate 


The council of the ladies meet, 

And gay in modern ſtyle and faſhion 
Preſcribe their rules of education. 

The mother, once herſelf a toaſt, 

Prays for her child the ſelf-ſame poſt ; 
The father hates the toil and pother, 
And leaves his daughters to their mother 
A proper hand their youth to guide, 
And o'er their ſtudies to preſide ; 
From whom her faults, that never vary, 
May come by right hereditary, 

Follies be multiplied with quickneſs, 
And whims keep up the family likenefs. 


Ye parents, ſhall thoſe forms ſo fair, 
The 'graces might be proud to wear, 
The charms thoſe ſpeaking eyes diſplay, 
Where paſhon fits in ev'ry ray, 

Th” expreſſive glance, the air refin'd 
That ſweet vivatity of mind, 

Be doom'd for life to folly's fway, 

By trifles lur'd, to fops a prey, 

Blank all the pow'rs that nature gave, 
To dreſs and tinſel ſhow the ſlave ! 
Say, can ye think that charms ſo bright, 
Were giv'n alone to pleaſe the fight, 
Or like the moon, that forms ſo fine 
Were made for nothing but to ſhine ? 
With lips of roſe and cheeks of cherry, 
Out go the works of ſtatuary ? 

And gain the'prize of ſhow, as victors 
Oer buſts and ethgies _ pictures? 
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Can female ſenſe no trophies raiſe ? 

Are dreſs and beauty all their praiſe ? 
And does no lover hope to find 

An angel in his charmer's mind ? 

Firſt from the duſt our ſex began, 

But woman was refin'd from man; 
Receiv'd again, with ſofter air, 

The great Creator's forming care. 

And {hall it no attention claim 

Their beautcous infant ſouls to frame? 
Shall half your precepts tend the while 
Fair nature's lovely work to ſpoil, 

The native innocence deface, 

The glowing bluſh, the modeſt grace, 

On follies fix their young deſire, 

To trifles bid their ſouls aſpire, 

Fill their gay heads with whims of faſhion, 
And flight all other cultivation, 

Let every uſeleſs, barren weed 

Of fooliſh fancy run to ſeed, 

And-make their minds the receptacle 

Of every thing that's falſe and fickle, 
Where gay caprice with wanton air, 
And vanity keep conſtant fair, 

Where ribbands, laces, patches, puffs, 
Caps, jewels, ruffles, tippets, muffs, 

With gaudy whims of vain parade, 
Croud each apartment of the head, 
Where ſtands diſplay d with coſtly pains 
The toyſhop of coquettiſh brains, 

And high-crown'd caps hang out the ſign, 
And, beaus as cuſtomers throng 1n ; 
Whence ſenſe is baniſh'd in 2 
Where wiſdom dares not ſhow her face, 
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Where calm reflection cannot live, 

Nor thought ſublime an hour ſurvive ; 
Where the light head and vacant brain 
Spoil all ideas they contain, 

As th? airpump kills in half a minute 
Each living thing you put within it. 


It muſt be ſo ; by antient rule 

The fair are nurſt in folly's ſchool, 
And all their education done 
Is none at all, or worſe than none ; 

hence [til] proceed in maid or wife, 
The follies and the ills of life. 
Learning: is calPd our mental diet, 
That ſerves the hungry mind to quiet, 
That gives the genius freſh ſupplies, 
Till fouls grow up to common ſize: 
But here, deſpiſing ſenſe refin'd, 
Gay trifles feed the youthful mind. 
Chamzleons thus, whoſe colours airy: 
As often as coquettes can vary, 
Deſpiſe all diſhes rich and rare, 
And diet wholly on the air ; | 
Think fogs bleſt eating, nothing finer, 
And can on whirlwinds make a dinner 3 
And thronging all to feaſt together, 
Fare daintily in bluſtring weather. 


Here to the fair alone remain 
Long years of action ſpent in vain 
In numbers little ſkill it ſhows 
'To caſt the ſam of all ſhe knows. 
Perhaps ſhe learns (what can ſhe leſs ?) 
The arts of dancing and of dreſs. 


51 


32 PROGRESS OF DULNESS-. 


But dreſs and dancing are to women, 
Their education's mint and cummin ; 
Theſe lighter graces ſhould be taught, 
And weightier matters not forgot. 

For there, where only theſe are ſhown, 
The ſoul will fix on theſe alone. 

Then moſt the fineries of dreſs, 

Her thoughts, her wiſh and time poſſeſs ;- 
She values only to be gay, | 

And works to rig herſelf for play ; 
Weaves ſcores of caps with diff'rent ſpires, 
And all varieties of wires ; 

Gay ruffles varying juſt as flow'd 

The tides and ebbings of the mode; 
Bright flow'rs, and topknots waving high, 
That float, like ſtreamers in the ſky: ! 
Work'd earput handkerchiefs, whoſe flaws 
Diſplay the neck, as well as gauze; 

Or network aprons ſomewhat thinniſh, 
That coſt but fix weeks time to finiſh, 
And yet ſo neat, as you muſt own 

You could not buy for half a crown 
Perhaps in youth (tor country-faſhions 
Preſcrih'd that mode of educations ) 

She waſtes long months in ſtill more tawdry, 
And uſeleſs labours of embroid'ry ; 

With toil weaves up for chairs together, 
Six bottoms quite as good as leather ; 

A ſet of curtains tap'ſtry work, 

The figures frowning like the Turk; 

A tentſtitch picture, work of folly, 

With portraits wrought of Dick and Polly; 
A coat of arms, that mark'd her houſe, 
Three owls rampant, the creſt a gooſe + 
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Or ſhews in waxwork goodman Adam, 
And ſerpent gay, gallanting madam, 

A woeſull mimickry of Eden, 

With fruit, that needs not be ſorbidden : 
All uſeleſs works, that fill for beauties 
Of time and ſenſe their vaſt vacuities ; 
Of ſenſe, which reading might beſtow, 
And time, whoſe worth they never know. 


Nov to ſome pop lous city ſent, 

She comes back prouder than ſhe went ; 
Few months in vain parade ſhe ſpares, 
Nor learns, but apes, politer airs ; 

So formal acts, with ſuch a ſet air, 

That country-manners far were better. 
This ſprings from want of juſt diſcerning, 
As pedantry from want of learning; 
And proves this maxim true to ſight, 

The halſ-genteel are leaſt polite. 


Yet ſtill that active ſpark, the mind 
Employment conſtantly will find, 
And when on trifles moſt *tis bent, 

Is always found moſt diligent ; 
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For weighty works men ſhow moſt ſloth in, 


But labour hard at doing nothing, 
A trade, that needs no deep concern, 
Or long apprenticeſhip to learn, 
To which mankind at firſt apply 
As naturally as to cry, | 
Till at the laſt their lateſt groan 
Proclaims their idleneſs is done. 
Good ſenſe, like fruits, is rais'd by toil ; 
But follies ſprout in ev'ry ſoil, 
0 2 
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And where no tillage finds a place, 

They grow, like tares, the more apace, 
Nor culture, pains, nor planting need, 
As moſs and muſhrooms have no ſeed. 


Thus Harriet, riſing on the ſtage, 
Learns all the arts, that pleaſe the age, 
And ſtudies well, as fits her ſtation, 
The trade and politics of faſhion : 

A judge of modes in ſilks and ſattens, 
From taſſels down to clogs and pattens; 
A genius, that can calculate 

When modes of dreſs are out of date, 
Caſt the nativity with eaſe 

Of gowns, and ſacks and negligees, 
And tell, exa& to half a minute, 
What's out of faſhion and what's in it ; 
And ſcanning all with curious eye, 
Minuteſt faults in dreffes ſpy ; 

(So in nice points of ſight, a flea 

Sees atoms better far than we, } 

A patriot too, ſhe greatly labours, 


To ſpread her arts among her neighbourt, 


Holds correſpondencies to learn 
What facts the female world concern, 
To gain authentic ſtate-reports 

Of varied modes in diſtant courts, 
The preſent ſtate and ſwift decays 

Of tuckers, handkerchiefs and ſtays, 
The colour'd ſilk that beauty wraps; 
And all the riſe and fall of caps. 
Then ſhines, a pattern to the fair, 

Of mein, addreſs and modiſh air, 

Of ev'ry new, affected grace, 

"Thet plays the eye, or decks the face, 


PROGRESS OF DULNESS, 36 


The artful ſmile, that beauty warms, 
And all th*hypocriſy of charms. 


On ſunday, ſee the haughty maid 
In all the glare of dreſs array'd, 
Deck'd in her moſt fantaſtic gown, 
Becauſe a ſtranger's come to town. 
Heedleſs at church ſhe ſpends the day 
For homeher folks may ſerve to pray, 
And for devotion thoſe may go, 
Who can have nothing elſe to do. 
Beauties at church muſt ſpend their care in 
Far other work, than pions hearing; 
They've beaus to conquer, bells to rival 
To make them ſerious were unciviiIl. 
For, like the preacher, they each ſundag 
Muſt do their whole week's work in one day. 


As tho? they meant to take by blows 
Th' oppoſing galleries of beaus, . 
To church the female ſquadron move, 

All arm'd with weapons uſ d in love. . 
Like colour'd enſigns gay and fair, 

High caps riſe floating in the air ; 

Bright ſilk its varied radiance flings, 

And ſtreamers wave in kiſhng-ſtriags ; 

Their darts and arrows are not ſeen 3 | 
Bat lovers tell us what they mean, 

Each bears th'artill'ry of her charms, 

Like training bands at viewing arms. 

So once, in fear of Indian beating, 

Our grandfires bore their guns to meeting, 
Each man equipp'd on ſunday morn, 


With pſalm-book, ſhot aud powder- born; 
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And look'd in form, as all muſt grant, 
Like th'antient, true church militant ; 
Or fierce, like modern deep divines, 

Who fight with quills, like porcupines. 


Or let us turn the ſtyle and ſee 
Our belles aſſembled o'er their tea; 
Where folly ſweetens ev'ry theme, 


And ſcandal ſerves for ſugar'd cream. 


« And did you hear the news? (they cry) 
The court wear caps full three feet high, 
Built gay with wire, and at the end on't, 
Red taſſels ſtreaming like a pendant : 
Well ſure, it mult be vaſtly pretty; 

*Tis all the faſhion in the city. I 
And were you at the ball laſt night? 
Well Chloe look'd like any fright ; 

Her day is over for a toaſt ; 

She'd now do belt to act a ghoſt. 

You ſaw our Fanny ; envy muſt own 
She figures, ſince ſhe came from Boſton, 
Good company improves one's air — 

I think the troops were ſtation'd there. 
Poor Cœſia ventur'd to the place; 
The ſmall- pox quite has fpoil'd her face, 
A ſad affair, we all confeſt : 

But providence knows what is beſt, 
Poor Dolly too, that writ the letter 

Of love to Dick ; but Dick knew better ; 
A ſecret that; you'll not diſcloſe it: 
There's not a perſon living knows it. 
Sylvia ſhone out, no peacock finer ;. 
I.wonder what the ſops ſee in her. 
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Perhaps *tis true what Harry maintains, 
She mends on intimate acquaintance.“ 


Hail Britiſh lands ! to whom belongs 
Untroubled privilege of tongues, 
Bleſt gift of freedom, priz'd as rare 
By all, but deareſt to the fair ; 
From grandmothers of loud renown, 
Thro' long ſucceſſion handed down, 
Thence with affection kind and hearty, 
Bequeath«d unleflen'd to poſterity ! 
And all ye powers of flander, hail, 
Who teach to cenſure and to rail! 
By you, kind aids to prying eyes, 
Minuteſt faults the fair one ſpies, 
And ſpecks in rival toaſts can mind, 
Which no-one elſe could ever find; 
By ſhrewdeſt hints and doubtful gueſſes, 
Tears reputations all in pieces ; 
Points out what ſmiles to ſin advance, 
Finds aſſignations in a glance; 
And ſhews how rival toaſts (you'll think) 
Break all commandments with a wink. 


So prieſts drive poets to the lurch 
By fulmination of the church, 
Mark in our titlepage our crimes, 
Find hereſies in double rhymes, 
Charge tropes with damnable opinion, 
And prove a metaphor Arminian, 
Peep for our doctrines, as at windows, 
And pick out creeds of innuendoes: 


And now the converſation ſporting 
From ſcandal turns to trying fortune... 


57 


** HE. W 


= 55 32 r — 


2 — TY A 0 


58 PROGRESS OF DULNESS» 


Their future luck the fair foreſee 

In dreams, in cards, but moſt in tea. 
Each finds of love ſome future trophy 

In ſettlings left of tea, or coffee; 

There fate diſplays its bock, ſhe believes, 
And lovers ſwim in form of tea- leaves; 
Where oblong ſtalks ſhe takes for beaus, 
And ſquares of leaves for billet-doux 


Gay balls in parboil'd fragments riſe, 


And ſpecks for kiſſes greet her eyes. 


So Roman augurs wont to pry 
In victims” hearts for prophecy, 
Sought from the future world advices, 
By lights and lungs of facrifices, 
And read with eyes more ſharp than wizards” 
The book of fate in pigeon's gizzards ; 
Could tell what chief would be ſurvivor, 
From aſpects of an oxe's liver, 
And cait what luck would fall in fghts, 
By trine and quartile cf its lights, 


Yet that we fairly may proceed, 
We own that ladies ſometimèes read, 
And erieve that reading is con fin'd 
To books that poiſon all the mind; 
The bluſter of romance, that fills 
The head brimfull of purling rills, 
Inſp'res- with dreams the witleſs maiden 
On flow'ry vales, and fields Arcadian, 
And iwells the mind with hungry fancies, 
And amorous follies of romances, 
With whims that in no place exiſt, 
But authors? heads and woman's breaſt. 
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For while ſhe reads romance, the fair one 
Fails not to think herſelf the heroine ; 
For every glance, or ſmile, or grace, 
She finds reſemblance in her face, 
Thinks while the fancied beauties ſtrike, 
Two peas were never more alike, 
Expects the world to fall before her, 
And every fop ſhe meets adore her. 
Thus Harriet reads, and reading really 
Believes herſelf a young Pamela, 
The high-wrought whim, the tender ſtrain 
Elate her mind and turn her brain: 
Before her glaſs, with ſmiling grace, * 
She views the wonders of her face ; 
There ſtands in admiration moveleſs, 
And hopes a Grandiſon, or Lovelace. 


Then ſhines ſhe forth, and round her hovers 
The powder'd ſwarm of bowing lovers z; 
By flames of love attracted thither. 

Fops, ſcholars, dunces, cits, together. 
No lamp expoſ'd in nightly ſkies 
E' er gather'd ſuch a ſwarm of flies 
Or flame in tube electric draws 

Such thronging multitudes of ſtraws. 
(For I ſhall ſtill take fimiles 

From fire electric when I pleaſe.) 


With vaſt confuſion ſwells the ſound, 
When all the coxcombs flutter round. 
What undulation wide of bows !. 
What gentle oaths and am*rous vows ! 
What doubl' entendres all ſo ſmart ! 
What ſighs hot · piping from the heart 


60 PROGRESS OF DULNESS. 


What jealous leers ! what angry brawls 
To gain the lady's hand at balls! 

What billet-doux, brimful of flame ! 
Acroſtics lin'd with Harriet's name 

What compliments o'er ſtrain'd with telling 
Sad lies of Venus and of Hellen 

What wits balf-crack*d with common places 
On angels, goddeſſes and graces ! 

On fires of love what witty puns ; 

What fimiles of ſtars and funs ! 

What cringing, dancing, 'ogling, ſighing, 
What languiſhing for love, and dying 


For lovers of all things that breathe 
Are moſt expoſ'd to ſudden death, i 
And many a ſwain much fam'd in rhymes 
Hath died ſome hundred thouſand times: 
Yet tho love oft their breath may ſtifle, 
«Tis ſung it hurts them but a trifle. 

The ſwain revives by equal wonder, 
As ſnakes will join when cut aſunder, 
And often murther<d ſtill furvives ; 
No cat hath half ſo many lives. 


While round the fair, the coxcombs throng 
With oaths, cards, billet-doux, and ſong, 
She ſpread her charms and wiſh*d to gain 
The heart of eviry ſimple ſwain; 
To all with gay, alluring air, 
She hid in ſmiles the fatal ſnare, 
For ſure that ſnare muſt fatal prove, 
Where falſhood wears the form of love ; 
Full oft with pleaſing tranſport hung 
On accents of each flattring tongue, 
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And found a pleaſure moſt ſincere 
From each ere, attentive ear; 

For pride was hers, that oft with eaſe, 
Deſpil'd the man ſhe wiſt*d to pleaſe. 
She lov*d the chace, but ſcorn*d the prey, 
And fiſh*d for hearts to throw away; 
Joy*d at the tale of piercing darts, 
And tortring flames and pining hearts, 
And pleaſ'd perus4d the billet- doux, 
That laid, « I die for love of you; 
Found conqueſt in each gallant's fighs 
And bleſt the murders of her eyes. 


So Doctors live but by the dead, 
And pray for plagues, as daily bread ; 
Thank providence for colds and fevers, 
And hold conſamptions ſpecial fayors 
And think diſeaſes kindly made, 


As bleſt materials of their trade. 2 


Twou'd weary all the powers of verſe 
Their am rous ſpeeches to rehearſe, 
Their compliments, whoſe vain parade 
Turns Venus to a kitchen- maid; 
With high pretence of love and honor, 
They vent their folly all upon her, 
(Evin as the ſcripture-precept faith, 
More ſhall be given to him that hath ;) 
Tell her how wondrous fair they deem her, 
How handſome all the world eſteem her ; 
And while they flatter and adore, 
She contradicts to call for more. 


«And did they ſay I was ſo handſome ? 
My looks I'm ſure no one can fancy em. 
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*Tis true we're all as we were frame d, 
And none have right to be aſham d; 
But as for beauty = all can tell 

I never fancied I look'd well; 

I were a fright, had I a grain leſs. 
Yourre only joking, Mr. Brainleſs.“ 


Yet beauty ſtill maintain*d her ſway 
And bade the proudeſt hearts obey; 
Ev*n ſenſe her glances could beguile, 
And vanquiſh*d wiſdom with a ſmile, 
While merit bow*d and found no arms, 
To oppoſe the conqueſts of her charms, 
Ca ught all thoſe baſhful fears, that place, 
The maſk of folly an the face, 

That awe, that robs our airs of eaſe, 
And blunders, when it hopes to pleaſe ! 
For men of ſenſe will always prove 

The moſt ſorlorn of fools in love. 

The fair eſteem'd, admir'd, 'tis true, 
And praiſl*d—tis all coquettes can do. 


And when deſerving lovers came, 
Believ'd her ſmiles and own'd their flame, 
Her boſom thrill'd, with joy affected 
To iacreaſe the liſt, ſhe had rejected; 
While pleaſ'd to ſee her arts prevail, 

Po each ſhe told the ſeli-ſame tale. 

She wiſh'd in truth they ne'er had ſeen her, 
And feign'd What. grief it oft had given her, 
And ſad, of tender-hearted make, 
Griev'd they were ruin'd for her ſake. 
"[was true, the own'd on recollection, 
She'd given them proofs of kind affection: 
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But they miſtook her whole intent, 

For friendſhip was the thing the meant. 

She wonder'd how their hearts could move em 
So ſtrangely as to tkink ſhe'd love em; 5 

She thqught hey purity above 

The low — ſenſual flames of love; 

And yet they made ſuch ſad ado, © 
She wiſh'd ſhe could have lov'd them too, 

She pitied them, and as a friend 

She priz'd them more than all mankind; 
And begg'd them not their hearts to vex, 
Or hang themſelves, or break their necks; *' 
Told them 'twould make her life uneaſy, 

If they (ſhould run forlorn, or crazy: 

Objects of love ſhe could not deem em; 

But did moſt marv ' louſly eſteem em. 


For *tis eſteem, coquettes diſpenſe 
Tow'rd learning, genius, worth and ſenſe, 
Sincere affection, truth refin'd, 

And all che merit of the mind. 


But love's the paſſion they experience 
For gold, and dreſs, and gay appearance. 


For ah! what magic charms and graces 
Are found in golden ſuits of laces ! 
What going forth of hearts and ſouls 
Tow'rd glares of gilded button holes! 
What lady's heart can ſtand its ground 
*Gainſt hats with glittering edging bound ? 
While veſts and ſhoes and hoſe. conſpite, 
And gloves and ruffles fan the fire: 
And broadcloths, cut by tailor's arts, 
Spread fatal nets for female hearts. 
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And oh, what charms more potent ſhine, 


Drawn from the dark Peruvian mine! 


What ſpells and talifmans-of Venus 

Are found in dollars, crowns and guineas ! 
In purſe of gold, a ſingle ſtiver 
Beats all the darts in Cupid's quiver. 
What heart ſo conſtant, hut muſt veer, 
When drawn by thouſand pounds a year! 
How many fair ones ev'ry day 

To houſes ſine have fall'n a prey, 
Been forc*d on ſtores of goods to fix, 
Or carried off in conch and fix !. 

For Cœlia, merit found no dart; 

Five thouſand ſterling broke her heart, 
So witches, hunters ſay confound 'em, 
For ſilver bullets only wound em. 


Cupid of old, as poets ſay, 
But barter'd hearts in ſimple way; 
Our modern Cupids wiſer found, 
And go to work on ſurer ground, 
Like lawyers join the monied faction, 
Think gold the ſureſt cauſe of action, 
But where of money not a copper is, 
RejeR all ſuits in forma pauperis 5 
Admit the rich to. bliſs and glory, 
And ſend the poor to purgatory. 


And now the time was come, our fair 
Should all the plagues of paſſion ſhare, 
And after ev'ry heart ſhe'd won, 

By, ſad diſaſter loſe her own. 
So true the ancient proverb ſayeth, f 
*Edg'd tools are dangtrous things to play with“ 
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The fiſher, eviry gudgeon hooking, 

May chance himſelf to catch a ducking ; 
The child that plays with fire, in pain 
Will burn its fingers now and then, 
And from the Dutcheſs to the laundreſs, 
Coquettes are ſeldom ſalamanders. 


For lo! Dick Hairbrain heaves in ſight, 
From foreign climes returning bright, 
A coxcomb, paſt all mortal matching, 
Well worth a lady's pains in catching ; 
He danc*d, he ſung to admiration ; 
He ſwore to gen'ral acceptation; 
In airs and dreſs ſo great his merit, 
He ſhone—no lady's eyes could bear it. 
Poor Harriet ſaw ; her heart was ſtouter ; 
She gather'd all her ſmiles about her; 
Hop'd by her eyes to gain the laurels, 
And charm him down, as ſnakes do ſquirrels ; 
So priz'd his love and wiſh'd to win it, 
'That all her hopes were center'd in it ; 
And took ſuch pains his heart to move, 
Herſelf fell deſp'rately in love; 
Nor had the art to keep it private, 
Dick ſoon found what ſhe meant to drive at. 
Tho? great her {kill in am'rous tricks, 
She conld not hope to equal Dick's : 
Her fate ſhe ventur'd on his trial, 
And loſt her birthright of denial. 


And here her brighteſt hopes miſcarry ; 
For Dick was too gallant to marry : 
He own'd ſhe'd charms for thoſe who need'em, 


But he, be ſure, was all for freedom ; 
F 2 
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So, left in hopeleſs flames to burn, 
Gay Dick eſteem d her in her turn. 


In love, a lady once given over, 
Is never {ated to recover, 
Doom'd to indulge her troubled fancies, 
And feed her paſſion by romances; 
And always am'rous, always changing, 
From coxcomb {till to coxcomb ranging, 
Finds in her heart a void, which fall 
Succeeding beaus can never fill: 
As ſhadows vary o'er a glaſs, 
Each holds in turn the vacant place ; 
She doats upon her earlieſt pain, 
And following thouſands, loves in vain. 


Poor Harriet now hath had her day ; 
No more the beaus confeſs her ſway ; 
New beauties puſh her from the ſtage ;. 
She trembles at th*approach of age, 
And ſtarts to veiw the alter'd face, 

That wrinkles at her in her glaſs :. 
So Satan, in the monk's tradition, 
Fear'd, when he met his apparition. 


At length her name each coxcomb cancels. 
From ſtanding liſts of toaſts and angels ; 
And {lighted where ſhe ſhone before, 
A grace and goddeſs now no more, 
Depriv'd of long-accuſtom'*d pleaſure 
In daily falſh oods told to praiſe her; 
Deſpiſ'd by all, and doom'd to meet 
Her lovers at her rival's feet, 
She flies aſſemblies, ſhuns the ball, 
And cries out, vanity, on all; 
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Affects to ſcorn the. tinſel-ſhows - 

Of glittring belles and gaudy beaus; 

Nor longer hopes to hide by dreſs 

The tracks of age upon her face. 

Now careleſs grown of airs polite, 

Her noonday nightcap meets the ſight z. 
Her hair uncomb'd collects together, 
With ornaments of many a feather; 

Her ſays for eafineſs thrown by, 

Her rumpled handkerchief awry, 

A careleſs figure half undreſt, 

(The reader's. wits may gueſs the reſt) 
All points of dreſs and neatneſs carried, 
As tho” ſhe'd been a twelvemonth married; 
She ſpends her breath, as years prevail, 
At this ſad, wicked world to rail, 

To ſlander all her ſex impromptu, 

And wonder what the times will come to. 
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Tom Brainleſs at the cloſe of laſt year 
Had been fix years a rev'rend Paſtor, 
And now reſolv'd to ſmooth his life, 

To ſeek the bleſſing of a wife.. 

His brethren ſaw his am*rous temper, 
And recommended fair Miſs Simper, 
Who fond, they heard, of ſacred truth, 
Had left her levities of youth, 

Grown fit for th* miniſterial union, 

And grave, as chriſtian's wife in Bunyanz. 


On this he rigg'd him in his beſt, 
And got his old grey wig new. dreſt, 
Fix'd on his ſuit of ſable ſtuffs, 

And bruſh'd the powder from the cuffs, 
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With black filk ſtockings, yet in being, 
The ſame he took his firſt degree in; 
Procur'd a horſe of breed from Europe, 
And learn*d to mount him by the ſtirrup, 
And ſet forth fierce to court the maid ; 
His white hair«d Deacon went for aid; 
And on the right in ſolemn mode, 

The Reverend Mr. Brainleſs rode. 

Thus grave, the courtly pair advance, 
Like knight and ſquire in fam*d romance; 
The prieſt then bow*d in ſober geſture, 
And all in ſcripture terms addreſt her : 
He*d found for reaſons amply known, 
It was not good to be alone, 

And thought his duty led to trying 
The great command of multiplying ; 
So with ſubmiſſion, by her leave, 

He*d come to look him out an Eve, 
And hopéd, in pilgrimage of life, 

To find an helpmeet in a wife, 

A wife diſcreet and fair withal, 

To make amends for Adam's fall. 


In ſhort, the bargain finiſh*d ſoon, 
A reverend Doctor made them one. 


And now the joyful people rouze all 
To celebrate their prieſt's eſpouſal ; 
And firſt, by kind agreement ſet, 

In cafe their prieſt a wife could get, 
The pariſh vote him five pounds clear, 
Te increaſe his falary every year. 

Then ſwift the tagrag gentry come 
To welcome Madam Brainleſs home; 


PROGRESS OF DULNESS, 
Wiſh their good Parſon joy ; with pride 


In order round ſalute the bride ; 

And home, at viſits and- at meetings, 
To Madam all allow precedence : | 
Greet her at church with rev rence due, 


And next the pulpit fix her pew.— 


FINITS. 
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A LETTER from CAMBRIDGE. 


F HO? plagu'd with Algebraic lectures, 
And aſtronomical conjectures; 
Wean'd from the ſweets of poetry, 
To ſcraps of dry philoſophy : 
You ſee, dear Hal, I've found a time, 
T” expreſs my thoughts to you in rhyme 3 
For why, you'll ſay, ſhould diſtant parts, 
Or time disjoin, united hearts; 
Since, tho,“ by intervening ſpace, 
Depriv'd of ſpeaking face face, 
By faithful emiſſary letter, 
We may converſe as well, or better: 
And not to ſtretch my narrow fancy, 
To ſhew what pretty things I can fay : 
As ſome will ſtrain at fimile, 
Firſt work it fine, and then apply, 
Add Butler's rhymes; to Prior's thoughts, 
And chuſe to mimiekt others Faults ; 
By head and ſhoulders, bring in a ſtick, 
To ſhew their knack at Hudibraſtick. 
III tell you, as a friend and Crony, 
How here I ſpent my time and money. 
No more, majeſtick Virgil's heights, 
Nor Milton's tow'ring lofty flights; 
Nor courtly Horace's rebukes, 
Who banters vice, with friendly jokes ; 
Nor Congreve's life, nor Cowley's fire ; 
Nor all the beauties that conſpire, 
To fix the greeneſt Bays upon 
Th? immortal brows of Addiſon : 
Prior's inimitable lays, 


Nor Pope's harmonious numbers pleaſe, 
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How can poetick flow'rs abound ? 
How ſpring, in philoſophick ground? 
Homer, indeed, if I would ſhew it, 
Was both philoſopher, .and.poet.; 
But tedious philoſophick chapters, 

uite Rike-my poetick raptures ; 
And I to Phebus bid adieu, 
When firſt I took my leave of you. 
Now algebra, and Geometry, 
Arithmetick, aſtronomy, 
Optics, chronology and ſtaticks, 
All tireſome parts of mathematicks, 
With twenty harder names than theſe, 
Diſturb my reſt, and break my peace; 
All ſeeming inconſiſtencies, 
Are nicely ſolv'd by A's and B's. 
Our ſenſes are diſprov'd, by priſms, 
Our arguments by ſyllogiſms: 
If I ſhould confidently write, 
This ink is black, this-paper's white 
They'd contradict it, and perplex one, 
With motion, light, and its reſſection; 
And ſolve th' apparent falſhood by 
The curious ſtructure of the eye. 
Shou'd you the poker want, and take it 
When it looks red, as fire can make it, 
And burn your fingers, and your coat, 
They'd flatly tell you, 'twas not hot. 
The fire, they ſay, has in't, 'tis true, 
A pow'r of cauſing heat in you; 
But no more heat, in fire that heats you, 
Than there is pain, in ſtick that beats ou: 
And thus philoſophers expound 
The names of odour, taſte, and ſound, 


** * 
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That,wine, and verjuice, Grape and dung 

Affect the fibres of the tongue. 

Carnations, violets, and roſes, - 

Raiſe a ſenſation in our noſes : 

But that there's none of us can tell, 

That theſe have taſte, or thoſe have ſmell, 

That when melodious Maſon ſings, 

Or Gat'ring tunes the trembling ſtrings ; 

Or when the trumpet's briſk alarms, 

Call forth the cheerful youth to arms ; 

Convey d thro' undulating air, 

The muſick's only in the ear. 

We're told how planets roll on high, 

How large their orbits, and how nigh : 

I hope in little time to know, 

Whether the moon's a cheeſe or no, 

Whether the man in't, as ſome tell you. 

With beef and pudding Ruffs his belly, 

Why like a lunatick confin'd, 

He lives at diſtance from mankmd : 

When, at one reſolute attack, 

Might whirl his prifon off his back ; 

Or like a maggot m a nut, - 

Full bravely, cat his paſlage ovt. 

But ſeuds and tumults in the nation, 

Diſtract ſuch curious ſpeculation. 
Cambridge, from furious broils of late, 

Foreſees her near approaching fate. 

Her firmeſt patriots are remov'd, 

And her trinmphant foes approv'd. 

No more: this due from friendſhip take, 


Nor barely writ for writing ſake. 
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